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IT WAS EVENING, in Michel's room. That very day he
had written Finis to the last page of his manuscript.
It lay now on his table, a thick exercise-book wrapped
round in a sheet of white paper on which the title stood
out in large letters: "The Conquest of Life." How
much energy, how many hopes, lay behind those four
words! And, contemplating them, he tried to imagine
how the book would look when it was printed and
bound, and how he would feel on first seeing it in a
book-seller's window. His dreaming was interrupted by
the ringing of the door-bell. It was Lavarenne. He,
like the others, knew that Michel was writing a novel,
but Michel never discussed it at all, and, except for
the subject, they knew nothing about it.
This evening, however, incapable of talking of any-
thing else, Michel himself brought it up.
"I've just finished "The Conquest of Life,'" he
remarked, by way of informing Lavarenne of the
title.
He hesitated a moment, divided between a desire to
share his excitement and a sort of shrinking shyness
at the idea of submitting to another's judgement what
no one yet had seen but himself.
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